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the extra spook factor 


Author's Notes: 
hi eveeybodylll so this is a little collaboration a friend and | have written together; this will be a running theme 
for all our other mini find so enjoy! 


XxxEmigrate-For 3verxxX 


| was strolling through the park, on a winter day. | passed a bench, that had previously been completely empty. 


| looked down, and saw piece of paper and a drive. The paper said.. My name.. 


| looked around for who put it there, but decided to pocket the drive. | immediately ran home, and plugged it in. 


It only had one file.. sharonneedles.mov.. 
Something felt wrong, | should've never clicked it, but | did.. 


| was met with a title screen, simply saying,"Sharon’. Who was this Sharon? Even though the file already said 


Sharon Needles? I'm incapable of googling names. Sorry. Anyways, some old, stock music was playing, and it was 


focused on a woman, sitting on a chair, 


The screen flashed, | swear | saw some sort of.. Dead body! Laying on the floor! And static! Or shit maybe l'm 
blind who knows. It cuts back to the woman, sitting. 


Now, smoking. Bitch, you gon get lung cancer! 


suddenly Jeff the killer in a tutu pops out of the window and throws confetti in the room, followed by the rake 
who set up a deck for music. He starts playing the Frosh Binch of Blair 


"Honey, did you make deviled eggs again?" bellowed a shaky voice as the woman turns around in chair four 


times in a row. | felt goose flesh bubbling onto my arms. What the fuck.What the FUCK??? 


| back up four steps, my head feeling heavy yet light. | have no idea what's going on. Could this mere flash 
drive be cursed?? 


but then, the worst of it occurs. The window, now billowing open with the wind, leaks in a rather familiar old 


tune | thought I'd never have to hear since high school. 
Oh..no.. 
"EMIGRATE" 


A fat orange man in tight hot topic clothes barges in with his band and glares into my face with his mascara 


stained eyes before he begins bawling out an industrial tune. 
Suddenly I'm in my room again, breathing heavily as the mushroom trip wears off. 
I've been fucked raw four times by THE Richard Kruspe for losing Mario Cart four times.. 


Whoa.. 


